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The Hifterk of King Lear. 

Corn . And what confederacy haue you with the tratours late 
footedin thekingdome ? 

7 ? f ,T.To whofe hands you haue fent the lunaticlc Kingfpeakc? 
Gloft. I haue a letter geflingly fetdowne 
Which came from one,that’s of a neutrall heart. 

And not from one oppos’d. 

Corn. Cunning. Reg. And’falfe* 

Corn. Where haft thou fent the King ? Gloft . To Douer. 

Reg. Wherefore to D ouer ? waft thou not charg’d at perilU- 
ci' r n. Wherefore to Douer ? let him firft anfwere that. 
gloft. I amtide tot’h ftake, andl muftftand the courfe. 

Reg. Wherefore to Douer fir? 

Gloft. B ecaufe I would not fee thy cruellnaylcs 
Pluck out his poore old eyes, nor thy fierce fitter 
Inhis annoynted flelh rafh borifh phangs. 

The Sea with fuch a ftorme on his lowd head 

In hell blacke night indurd, would haue bodvp. 

And quencht the ftelled fires, yet poore old heart, 

Hee holpt the hcauens to rage. 

If wolucs had at thy gate heard that dearne time 
Thou fhouldft haue laid, good Porter turne the.key„ 

All cruets clfe fubferib’d but I fhall fee 

The winged vengeance ouertake fuch children. 

Corn. Seet ftialt thou neuer, fellowes hold the chaire, 
Vponthofe eyes of thine, lie fet my foote. 

Gloft. He that will thinketohuetillhebeold 
Giue me fome helpe, O cruell, O ye Gods ! 

Reg. One fide wil 1 mockc another ,tother to. 

Corn. If you fee vengeance— 

Seruant. Hold your hand mv Lord 
I haue feru d cuer fince I was a child (y ow . \ 

But better feruicehaue I neuer done you,the now to bid 
Reg. How now you dogge. , . . ,, 

Seru. If you did weareabeard vponyour chimdefhake it 
on this Jarrell, what doe you meane ; ^ andftght. 

Sem. Why then come on,and take the chance ofanger. 

Reg. Giueme thy fword, a pefanc ftan vpt us. 
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The HiftorU of King Lear. 

Shoe taker a fword and runs at him behind. 

Seruant. OhI am flainemy Lord, yet haue you one eye left to 

fee fome mifehiefe on him, oh! ...... 

Corn. Leaft it fee more preuent it, out vild Icily 

Where is thy luftcr now? . Jc 

Clott All darke and comfortles , wher s my fonn tEdmund. 
FJw»«ivnbridle aUthefparks of .nature, to quit this honed aft. 

Reg Out villaine, thou calft on him that hates thee, it was he 
thatmadetheouertureof thy treafons to vs, who is too good to 

^gloft. O my follies^ then Edgar via abus’d. 

Kind Gods fbrgiue me that, and profper him. 

Rtgu Goc thruft him out at gates, and let him fmell Ins way te 
Douer, how ift my Lojrd ? how looke you / 

Corn. I hauereceiu’d a hurt, follow me Ladie, 

Turne out that eyles villaine, throw this flaue vpon 
Thedungell Regan, I bleed apace, vntimely 
Comes this hurt, giue meyour arme. ***» 

Seruant. lie neuer care what wickednes I doe. 

If this man come to good. 

2 Seruant. Iflhe liuelong,&intheend meet the old courfe 
of death, women will all turne monfters. 

1 Ser. Lets follow the old Earle, and get thebedlom 
To lead him where he would, his madnes 

Allows it felfe to anything. . 

2 Ser. Goc thou, ile fetch fome flaxe and whites of egges to 

apply to his bleeding face, now heauen helpe him. Exit. 

Enter Sdgar, , 

Edg. Yet better thus, and knowne to be contemnd, 
Thenftill contemn’dand flattered to be worft. 

The loweft and moll deiefted thing of Fortune 
Stands ftill in experience, lilies not in feare, 

Thelamentable change is fromthebeft. 

The worft returnes to laughter. 

Who’s herc,my father parti, eyd, world,world, O world! 

But that thy ftrange mutations make vs hate thee. 

Life would not yecld to age. Enter Cjloft.ledbjanolaiMAtt » 

Old tn.w' O my good Lord, I haue beene your tenant, & your 
N H 2 father? 
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